$l6                   THE    SACRED    FLAME              ACT III

under mine. His windows were always wide open and
when he couldn't sleep, and put on his light, I could see
the reflection from my room. Then I used to slip down
and sit by him and we'd put out the light and talk.
Sometimes we talked about his childhood in India and I
used to tell him of my own youth. But sometimes we'd
talk about things that few men care to speak of in the
broad light of day. He'd tell me of his great love for
Stella and how anxious he was for her welfare and
happiness. We'd talk of the mystery that surrounds the
life of man. And often he would fall asleep and I stole
softly away. We never mentioned these long con-
versations we had. \Witb a little ironical smile.] The
position of a woman living in the same house with her
son and her daughter-in-law is a trifle delicate and I
didn't want Stella to think that I was in any way taking
her place.

STELLA: My dear, I wouldn't have grudged you anything.

MRS. TABRET: There was no need to. But one shouldn't put
human nature to too great a strain. The self that Maurice
gave me during those long watches of the night was a
self that only I, his mother, could respond to. ... I
couldn't sleep last night. There was no light in Maurice's
room, but I felt strangely that he was lying awake, too.
I went downstairs and into the garden and looked in at
his window. He saw my shadow and said, Is that you,
mother? I thought you might corne in.

HARVESTER: What time was that?

MRS. TABRET: I don't know. Perhaps an hour after you'd
left. He told me that he'd taken his sleeping-draught but
it didn't seem to be having any effect. He said he felt
awfully wide awake. And then he said. Mother, be a
sport and give me another, it can't hurt just for once,
and I do want to have a decent sleep.

HARVESTER: Somehow or other he was very nervous last
night. I suppose his usual dose wasn't any good.